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Author's Notes: 
This is an lzzy/0C fic. So if you don\'t like that, don\'t read it. =D But please give it a try. =) This is just the 


prologue. 


Prologue. 


| sit at the table in the house we bought together. I'm hunched over a bottle of whiskey, as tears freely spill 


down my face. 

It has been a month. One whole month, and | am still depressed. 

| raise the bottle to my lips, and take a long, pleasurable gulp. 

| know that | shouldn't be drinking; after all, it was rather hypocritical of me. 


Well, in some way it was. | broke up with him because of his addiction to his heroin, and now here | was, 


apparently developing an addiction to alcohol. Or to be more specific, whiskey and vodka. 
It wasn't his heroin addiction that totally made me leave him, after all, he had been using long before | met 
him, and | grew to love him despite it. He was just one of those people that you couldn't hate; even though | 


hated people with a drug addiction, | found it impossible to hate him. He was just so mysterious. 


No, it wasn't the actual addiction that caused me to break up with him, it was the effects of the high from 


the heroin. 
It was exactly one month ago today that it happened. 


| raise the bottle to my lips again, finishing the liquid that was inside. Instead of getting up, and putting it in the 
bin, | instead allow it fall from my hand, on to the ground. 


It landed with a loud clang, but | didn't care. 

Why the hell should 1? 

One month. One fucking month, and not a word. 

He had once told me he loved me. In fact, he had said it more than once. So, how come he hasn't tried to 
contact me? How come | haven't heard one word from him? If he truly loved me, surely he would've 
attempted something. 


Wouldn't he have tried to make me forgive him? 


Maybe | was delusional. Maybe | had made up those words in my head. Maybe | had made up that loving look 


that seemed to be in his eyes every time he looked at me. 
| groan, 


I'm still far to sober if I'm managing to think this through. This was the reason | drank. In order to stop my 


head from thinking. To stop me blaming myself, or make up excuses for him. 
It was an escape from the hell-hole my life had become. 
| take a deep breath, and pull myself off the couch. As soon as I'm on my feet, | stumble. 


| manage to balance myself before | fall flat on my face, however, and | carefully make my way over to the 
cabinet that rests against the wall. 


My eyesight is slightly blurry, so | have to feel my way to find the handle. It probably doesn't help that the 


lights aren't on. 


| couldn't face having the lights on. That meant looking at the photos that littered the room; the ones of us 
being happy. That meant passing mirrors, and having to look at my pathetic face. | just couldn't do it. 


| pull the cabinet door open, and search blindly for a bottle. 


My hand locks around the neck of a bottle, and | grin. | pull it out, unscrew the lid, and throwing it to the 


ground. 

| won't be needing it again tonight anyway. 

| lift the bottle to my lips, and take a gulp. 

Ah, Vodka That was a pleasant surprise. 

| thought | had finished all the Vodka. Apparently not. 

| take another sip, as | slowly shuffle back over to the chair at the dining table. 


There was once a time that | hated the taste of this stuff. Well, the taste of raw Vodka. | normally had to 
have it with Diet Coke, or lemonade or something. | couldn't drink it straight. Oh, well, people change, eh? 


There was also a time | hated the idea of drugs. There was once a time | said that if | couldn't go out with 


someone who did drugs. 


Hah! More fool me. Not only did | go out with someone who did drugs, | feel in LOVE with someone who did 
drugs. 


He was wise though. He usually did enough to get the buzz, but not to suffer from the symptoms of 


withdrawal. 


Well, that was before the band got famous. | didn't even know him then, but apparently, according to what his 
bandmates told me, that's what he did. 


Yet, when | met him, he usually always had some heroin in his system. And | grew to love him despite that. 


Because he really was an amazing person. 
But that night, it went too far. 


| had been sitting right beside him, when some slut came over, plopped herself down on his lap and started 


making out with him! 


| had expected him to protest, but after five seconds, | realised he wasn't going to. 


| got up, pulled the tramp off him by her hair, and after throwing insults and punches at him, | stormed out. 


The Vodka bottle gets raised to my lips, and | manage to gulp down half the bottle, just trying banish that 


image from my head. 
| run a hand through my head, as | slam the bottle down on to the table. 


I've turned into such a fucking failure. Here | am, sitting in a dark flat, drinking away my depression, whilst he's 
probably moved on, and is currently fucking some beautiful thin thing. 


Probably the slut that broke us apart. 

‘Leanne, why did you let him worm his way into your heart? | cry out, my exasperation clear in my voice. 
| bury my head in my arms, allowing the sobs to rake through my body. 

What is the point? 


| barely live anymore. | get up, go to work, come home, and then drink until | pass out, then repeat the cycle 


all over again. 

With him, there was always excitement. | never knew what we would be doing next. 

He was mysterious, and | let him get away because he was taken advantage of my a stupid whore. 
He was too fucking high to say no; hell, I'm sure he'd have made out with Slash, if he had tried to. 
| heave a sigh, lifting my head up, going to take another swig from the bottle, when something stops me. 
Knock, knock, knock 

| frown, and wait a few minutes, wondering if they will go away. 

However, they don't, and another knock comes at the door. 

Cautiously, | get up and walk over to the door, trying to think who could be here at this time. 

It was 3 o'clock in the morning after all. 

| reach out, unlock the door, and slowly turn the handle as | open the door. 


When | do, my jaw drops open, and | try my hardest not to fall forward. Out of everyone | expected at the 


door, it was definitely not this person. Before | can react, a hands moves forward and grabs into my hair, 


pulling it sharply. | don't know what to do; I'm completely frozen in fear. 


Yet, before | can think about what's going to happen, you should probably know how | got to this point. And it 
all started in 1988, in a little bar in LA. 


Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
| made this up. Yeah. And thanks for reading! =D 


Chapter |. 
The alarm clock goes off beside me, and | groan, throwing my arm over my eyes. 


The other arm is searching aimlessly, trying to find the snooze button on the bloody thing! Why did they have 


to make so much noise? 
“Cause it wouldn't wake you up if it didn't: | say aloud, answering my question. 
With a roll of my eyes, | remove the arm from across my face and crack open one of my eyes. 


| shut it immediately as the sun blares directly into it. | was obviously too tired last night that | didn't shut 


the curtain over. 
Smart idea. 


‘Fuck’ | whimper, as | decide to brave and fully open my eyes. Of course, it wasn't the brightest idea, as the 


sun continues to glare into my eyes, causing me to see bright spots. 
| blink, trying to get rid of those spots, and trying to adjust my eyes to the brightness. 


After a couple of blinks, | can finally see my surroundings, and the first thing | do is stop the racket coming 


from my alarm clock. 


| roll over on to my stomach, and reach one hand down to the floor. My hand comes in contact with fur, and | 


scratch behind the dog's ear for a couple of minutes before | sit up. 
As soon as | sit up, Duke jumps up on to the bed beside me. He's an German Shepherd dog that | rescued from 
a hound. That was three years ago, he was just a puppy then. | had been in LA. for about three months, | had 
a job and an apartment, and decided that | needed a little companion. 


‘Dyou want fed?" | ask, as | give him a push, shoving him off the edge of the bed. 


| throw the covers away from my body, and slide out of bed. 


Duke bounds through to the living room, which is also pretty much the kitchen 
The apartment is small, but I'm hardly ever in it. The only time l'm here is when I'm sleeping. 


| make my way into the kitchen, pulling out the dog food and placing it into his bowl. | always feed him before | 
feed myself. Maybe | should get my priorities straight. 


| give a small giggle, before going to the fridge. 
‘Fuck sake: | hiss under my breath, when | realise there is [ilnothing[/i] in the fridge. 


‘Lydial Weren't you supposed to do the shopping yesterday? | shout, hoping that she's up and that l'm not just 
talking to myself. 


Im just answered by silence 

| grind my teeth together, before taking a deep breath through my nose. 

[will not go through there and hit her. | wil not go through there and hit her. 

As | go to open the door to the cupboard where the coffee is, a cough from behind distracts me. 
My eyebrows furrow, and | turn around, completely confused 


l'm greeted by the sight of a man, only in a pair of trousers. His chest is slightly tanned, and extremely 
muscled. He has brown hair that is long and falls into his blue eyes. 


lm going to through there and hit her. 
‘Can | help you? | ask, the waitress in me coming out. 
‘Yes, Lydia said you could make me coffee: 


‘Oh, did she?” | say, as | place my hands on my hips. ‘Well, I'm not going to make it for you, but, | take the 


coffee container from the cupboard and sit it on the worktop. ‘You can make it yourself: 
| don't give him a chance to protest, for | immediately start moving again, heading through to Lydia's bedroom. 


| had met her one year after | moved to LA, she had wanted a job at the bar | had worked at (and still work 
at) as she had just arrived here. She happened to mention she had no where to live, and that she was looking 
for somewhere. | had a spare room and offered it to her. We've been best friends, and living together ever 


since. 


The only problem we have is how irresponsible she is. She's the same age as me - 2I - but hasn't seemed to 


grow up. 
| had moved to LA. when | was IB. | had to get away from my family. 

| was lucky and got the job at the bar within the first week | arrived, but they wouldn't pay me until the end 
of the month. So for that first month, | had to live on the streets. That was hard, but that made me the 
person | am today. | think the main problem with Lydia is she knows that I'll always help her. | helped her get 
the job - | put a nice word in with Eddie - and | gave her an apartment. She didn't have to struggle. 


So, whilst | grew up and matured because | had to, Lydia became the reckless 2I year old that we were 


supposed to be. 


That doesn't mean | don't like having fun, | do. It's just that before | can | need to make sure the rent is paid, 
and there is food in the fridge. 


| kick Lydia's door open, and see that she's still in bed, though going by what her "friend" said, she's been 


awoke. 

LYDIA! | shout, as soon as Im standing right next to her. 

She jumps, so much so that she ends up falling out the bed, the covers all around her. 
Despite the fact I'm supposed to be mad at her, | can't help but laugh at the sight she makes. 


Her blonde hair is all over her face, her top creeping up her torso and her bottoms are tangled around her 


legs. 
‘What did you do that for? She asks, looking up at me with narrowed blue eyes. 


Through my laughter | reply, ‘For various reasons. One; you were supposed to do the shopping yesterday and 
you didn't. Two; you told that guy | would make coffee for him - I'm not your fucking butler, and besides this 
is my apartment. And three; who the fuck is that guy? 


Apparently this is too much for Lydia to digest, for she stares at me in confusion for a good few minutes 
before she decides to reply. 


‘Okay.. | couldn't do the shopping yesterday, | worked the same shifts as you this week. We shared the taxi to 
and from work. Now, did you expect me to get up, just to do the shopping, whilst you stay sleeping? No. But | 
promise that tomorrow I'll get it, because tonight is the last shift for this week.. well for me anyways: 


| can see where she is coming from; the shift at the bar starts at bpm, and doesn't finish until 4am. That's a 
ten hour shift, dealing with drunks all night. And when you've got to do it four times a week - or in my case, 


five - you take all the sleep you can get. 
‘Okay, I'll let you away with that one.. care to explain the others? 


‘Right well, I'm sorry if | insulted you with the whole making coffee incident, but you do make better coffee 
than | do, so.. 


‘Quit the sweet talking Lydia, it won't get you anywhere with me: | declare, as | cross my arms over my 


chest. ‘You should know that by now. 
She sighs. ‘Yeah, | know, well, I'm sorry about that. The guy is Paul.. or Phil.. 1 think: 


‘You think?" | hiss, as | instantly shut the door behind us, blocking out this conversation from Paul.. or Phil, or 


whatever he's called! ‘You've let a complete stranger into the house? He could be a murderer or something! 
She rolls her eyes. 

‘You don't normally complain’ 

‘Because you normally know their names! This is the first time you've brought a complete stranger back to 

the house. The other ones are ones that have been around the bar a few times, we know what they're going 


to order before they open their mouth! What the fuck were you thinking, Lydia?" 


She finally decides to get up off the floor, and picks up her covers and throws them on to the bed. She then 


walks over until she is standing in front of me. 

She is a few inches smaller than me, so | need to look down slightly in order to have eye-contact with her. 
‘Calm down, Lee, he'll be all right. But if you want him gone that much, he's gone: 

She then opens the door again, picking up the man's shirt in the process. 


‘Sorry, but | have to get ready for work so you're going to have to go: She says, throwing his shirt at him, as 
well as kicking over his shoes. 


He grins. ‘What about your friend? Is she going to work, or can | stay here with her? 
| close my eyes, and try to stop myself from ramming his head against a wall 


‘Sorry, | don't fuck guys who cheat on their wife’ | spit, and watch in amusement as he suddenly gulps and 
hurriedly gets dressed and practically runs from the room. 


‘He was marnied?' Lydia asks, turning in the spot, her eyes completely wide with surprise. 


‘Jesus, Lyds, don't you notice anything? | noticed the wedding ring the minute he came out and asked me for a 


cup of coffee.. speaking of which, want one 


| turn away from her, not really waiting for a reply, as | cross to the kitchen again. | pass Duke, who has 


finished his breakfast, and give him a pat on the top of his head. 

‘| can't believe | fucked a married guy! I've never wanted to be that type of person | mean, I'm fine with 
sleeping around.. but | never ever want to be someone who could break up a marriage. | don't want to be the 
other woman! 


‘Honey, you can't blame yourself; 


Okay, that was a lie, she could've been a bit more observant, but it's clear that's she's torn up right now, so 


the last thing she needs is someone reprimanding her. 


‘Just, be a little more careful next time. I'm actually surprised he had the audacity to wear the wedding ring 


whilst he went out looking for someone to have sex with! | mean, that's just too far, the shameless bastard’ 
Whilst I'm ranting, I'm making coffee for Lydia and |. 

Still in shock with the revelation, she stumbles over to the small couch in the living room, and collapses onto it. 
When the coffee is made, | walk over to her, set her cup down on the small table and sit down next to her. 
‘Lydia, seriously, there is no need To beat yourself up over this. It's his fault, not yours. If we get any angry 
women around here, we just say he lured you, and if that doesn't help well.. my big brother gave me some of 
his army training: 

The joke seems to work, for she suddenly starts to giggle. 


She reaches forward for her cup and takes a long sip. 


After a moment of silence, she turns her head to me and says, ‘Thanks, Leanne, you always know how to 


cheer me up’ 

| smile at her, wrapping my arm around her shoulders. 

‘Hey, that's what friends are here for. | know you'd do the same for me, and have done several times: 
| give her shoulders a squeeze, and take another sip from my coffee. 


| had no idea just how true those words were, and how much | would need her in the future. 


